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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Hello again. | always have a disclaimer to apologize for my writing (sorry, l'm insecure), so here we go: 

- This is just a test, to see if | can make this pairing work with my writing, and because there are very few 
stories about these two together. It's kind of 00C, | kind of wrote it within a few hours. 

- l'm not a native english speaker and | don't have anyone to practice my english with lately, so it's very rusty 
(and | believe my grammar is getting worse by the day). 

- | kind of disappear eventually, but l'm planning on writing a multi chapter fanfic with this pairing, feedback is 
very welcome, as well as constructive criticism (| really wish to polish my writing to do amazing stuff with it 
<3) 

PS: This story takes place somewhere between Sister and Mötley Crüe, when Nikki is still Frank, hence the 
character being called Frankie. 

The Actual Disclaimer: This is a fanfiction, which means its content is purely fictional and this shit most likely 
never happened and probably never will. The people portrayed here do not belong to me (I wish), they belong to 
themselves and are used only as characters for this story. 


Sorry for the huge note, enjoy <3 


Frankie breathed in the smoke, his lungs filled up with poison and then he sighed. As the blur of fog 
surrounded the dark room he felt shivers all over his body. People all around raised up the heat, sweat ran 
down their skin, everyone glistened under the black light. Amps hummed, everything was electric, so was him. 
The guitar was loud, Frankie felt the jolts everywhere, his eyes focused on the tall, dark figure onstage; the 
devil incarnated, he thought, his eyes cold and evil were able to petrify any spectator. His voice was high 
voltage and Frankie couldn't resist but to be possessed by it. There was something about that man and his 
satanic presence that Frankie wasn't yet able to tell. Black and blue: that was now his favorite combination 
Alcohol still burned his throat dry, liquid courage they say. The dirty sounds coming from that demon were 
turning him on like sin Frankie was aflame from head to toe, every vein, every muscle they cried for Blackie 
Lawless. Nevertheless, he hated that asshole. 


It was getting uncomfortable there, Frankie could feel the volume under his torn jeans, people were staring, and 
he knew there was nothing he could do to hide; the look on his eyes as he watched the whole show gave him 
away quite quickly. Frankie's face turned crimson the moment he realized this is probably how the groupies 
may feel, he wasn't a groupie for fuck's sake, neither should he feel like a horny little girl for another man, 
even Blackie - well, especially Blackie. With the impression he could easily faint, Frankie made his way through 
the crowd, gently pushing them out of his way so he could reach the dirty bathroom and lock himself inside 
one of the toilet cabins. Blackie's voice was so powerful that it was still loud and raw even through the walls. 
At last he had the slightest of privacy to calm the hell going on inside his pants down. Frankie was no longer 
able to contain himself; nervously he freed his painful erection from confinement; first he started at it, then 


he called it "traitor", he couldn't believe what was just happening. 


Frankie swallowed his spit; it tasted like cheap alcohol and bad cigarettes, he could only wonder how Blackie 
would taste in his mouth right now. That felt so fucking wrong, to think of him like that, he knew the guy 
after all. Ridden with guilt, Frankie stuffed his cock back in his jeans and sighed heavily, "think of turn offs", he 
said to himself like a mantra in series of whispers. However, the song playing in the background, that voice, and 
only the thought of Blackie gave him cheap thrills. Frankie gained courage to exit the cabin at least, but he 
never left the bathroom, instead, he washed himself with the water from the faucet and started at his 
reflection on the stained mirror as he tried to relax. His dirt-blond hair was wet and unruly and his skin was 
still red hot, no matter how cold the water was. Frankie still felt feverish over a hundred degrees, at least the 


bathroom was empty and no one would look at him as if he was contagious. 


He started wondering why was he feeling like that, there were few times he met with Blackie, first he felt 
admiration for him, then just disappointment and anger - nothing he wasn't used to. The sudden attraction was 
new, and Frankie could tell for sure he had never felt this attracted to anybody, ever, not even girls. Did that 
mean he was gay? Fuck no. He had never felt anything weird about any male before either. Maybe that's not 
even attraction, you know? Blackie had always made him nervous since the day they met. Perhaps Frankie is 
just crushed by his presence, or perhaps he has a crush. "Stop it" he tells himself out loud. It couldn't be. 


The good music suddenly stops only to be replaced by some shitty band that seems to be playing punk rock, 
he isn't quite sure. Frankie feels like he can slowly regain his senses now. Again he stares at himself in the 
mirror and all he can see is the very present confusion in his eyes. He jumps as some idiot closed the 


bathroom door with a loud bang - obviously, said idiot was no one but Blackie Lawless, wearing only his leather 


pants and high heeled boots. He held a black t-shirt in his hands, Blackie always looked like something crawled 
up his ass, Frankie new that, but he looked angrier than usual. He didn't even see Frankie, he just threw the t- 
shirt inside one of the sinks. Apparently someone had vomited on him, or thrown something, Frankie would 


never know. 


Frankie prepared himself to leave, and when he slightly moved his muscles, Blackie moved his eyes towards the 
mirror and locked them on Frankie's greens. "I thought you went back home, kid". Here we go again. Why did 
Blackie insist on calling him a kid? As if he was much older. Frankie rolled his eyes discreetly - at least he 


thought so. 


"That's what you told me to do. | don't do shit people tell me to". Frankie responded, making that cynical grin he 
loved to hate twisting Blackie's lips. 


"Well, that's what you should've done". Blackie turned his attention back on the t-shirt he was trying to wash. 
ltd probably stain, he sighed irritated and threw it on the trash. Blackie checked himself out on the mirror and 
resumed the washing, but now on his torso. Frankie's mouth went dry; he couldn't help but stare as Blackie 
pretended he wasn't seeing the sparkle in his eyes. When Blackie returned his gaze to the reflection, his eyes 


met Frankie's again. "Is there something on my face, boy?" 


Everything turned red, his face, his ears and probably every inch of skin from head to toe. Frankie didn't look 
away though. "Not on your face". Blackie stared at him trying to understand it, luckily he didn't, or he 


pretended not to at least. Before anything else could be said, some random fucker entered the bathroom. 


lm not one for apologizing so don't take it that way, but | was harsh on you". It didn't sound like Blackie, but 
according to his breath he must've drunken. "I was your age once". He spoke like an old man, that angered 
Frankie, they had what, a couple of years apart? He wasn't a fucking child like Blackie said he was. He turned 


redder. 

"You're not much older". 

"| saw you staring back then, when | was onstage". 
| wasn't staring". 


"You weren't staring right now either". That stupid grin came up again. Frankie felt his palms sweat, a shiver - 
not the good kind - ran over him like a truck. Blackie stepped in closer to him. "Do you wanna touch it?" The 
heavy irony had Frankie wanting to dig a hole to crawl into and never rise back again. Before he could respond, 
the random guy that entered the bathroom left, passing by them. The tension never left the room, 


nonetheless. 


Frankie had always been bold, but never bright. Blackie had just challenged him, and Frankie wasn't someone to 
let challenges go by without a try. Timidly his hand made it's way to Blackie's wet abdomen and trailed up to 
his chest, Blackie would deny it to death but his body trembled with that mere touch. Frankie went ablaze, he 


could feel that pressure on his pants once more, that was really, really, really bad - but honestly, it felt 


amazing. 


One step closer and Frankie had his body pressed between Blackie's and the sink. He inhaled sharply, knowing 
that now his hard cock was no longer a secret he could keep, Blackie's wasn't much softer, and that wasn't 
only a relief, it was also a turn on It all happened in seconds, but it felt like minutes, hours even. They were 
fortunate the bathroom wasn't popular tonight, or maybe the tension was so strong it held the door by itself 


so no one could enter. 


"Do you want me to teach you a thing or two?" Blackie whispered against his lips, he pushed his own body 
further. He looked extremely amused with the whole situation Meanwhile, Frankie seemed to melt down, all of 


his boldness was long gone, leaving him completely defenseless. 
"Yes" Frankie could barely voice his response. 


Blackie smirked wickedly before tracing Frankie's lips in a feather like motion with his tongue. Frankie felt his 
legs turn into jelly and held for dear life on the sink. "Come find me then". Blackie backed away and left, as if 
nothing had happened. Frankie's heartbeats were so rapid he feared having a heart attack right now. What if 
Blackie was just joking? It was too surreal to be true, right? 


Frankie had looked all around for Blackie but wasn't able to find him - there was no doubt Blackie was laughing 
at his face right now, he had been fooled, thank you very much. Frankie should've known better than to trust 
that asshole. Would he tell anyone about that stuff in the bathroom? He hoped not, just to be sure, Frankie 
exited the club through the back door; it led to a dark alley he knew quite well already. Suddenly, as he walked 
by, Frankie felt a tug at his arm and his body being thrown against a wall. Everything was pitch black, but he 
could recognize the breath against his own and the weight of the large body pinning him against the harsh 
brick wall behind his back. 


"You're late, now it's time for punishment”. Frankie would no longer deny how hot that voice made him feel, at 
this point he could comfortably tell Blackie he could do anything he wished. Abruptly, Blackie sunk his teeth into 
Frankie's neck, making him squirm under the roughness of his arms. A small sound came out of Frankie and he 
could easily see Blackie's eyes glowing in the dark. That was the first of the many bites to be deferred onto 
that very soft piece of skin. 


Subtly, Blackie pushed his hips against Frankie's, earring a soft moan in response. Frankie spread his legs like 
butter and hugged Blackie with them only to pull him closer, like hell he would let go. Every time their rock 


hard erections brushed against one another he felt like free falling from a cliff. 


"Aren't you going to teach me one thing or two?" Frankie rolled his hips against Blackie's. "I thought you were 


going to punish me". 


"But | am punishing you". Blackie resumed his biting, now escalating to Frankie's lips until he could seal their 


mouths together to the moment they could no longer breathe. Both could suffocate right now and neither one 


of them would care. Frankie's mouth was invaded by Blackie's ravishing tongue, it was a violent kiss, his 


favorite kind. 


Blackie let go of Frankie's wrist to grope his ass with both hands, he thrust forward crushing him against the 
wall behind. He could feel Frankie's groin pulsing; he freed it from the jeans and did the same to his own. At 
last, the kiss was broken, leaving both of them panting heavily. "Should | like this punishment so much?" Frankie 
asked barely mute. 


"No". Blackie muttered back, he took Frankie's lips once more. This time, although, he did it gently, almost 
romantically - as if they would ever admit such a thing, that is. Frankie held both of their dicks together and 
started stroking them in a slow motion. Blackie moaned alongside him, and he swore he could have an orgasm 
right then, Blackie's grip on his ass tightened and he could feel his nails carving their path onto his flesh. 


Frankie's pre cum leaked out, their cocks slid easily on his hand as it moved faster, hungrier for more. 


One of Blackie's long fingers slithered its tip inside Frankie's hole. With the sudden surprise, he pulled away from 
the kiss and accidentally hit his head on the wall: he didn't hold back the giggle, "Fuck". 


"That's what | intend to do". Blackie replied, easing it so more of his finger could go in. It felt hot and amazing 
when Frankie tightened up around it; his erection was already burning at the thought of penetrating him. There 
was something inside Frankie that got him to moan in a girly fashion and have no regrets about it, more liquid 
escaped from his member, Frankie felt like he had just peed himself. When the second finger joined the party, 
Blackie started to thrust them in and out, now Frankie was becoming pretty sure he did piss himself. There 
was no longer a control over the volume of his voice, and by now Frankie was certain he sounded like a cheap 


whore in an alley - he also felt like one too. 


Again, Frankie was bold, and he didn't let his pride keep him from saying the three most erotic words Blackie 


Lawless could ever hear from him, "Please, do me". 


Smoothly, Blackie removed his fingers from Frankie's insides, but he wasn't smooth at all when he pulled the 
pants partially off of him. Blackie brushed his cock against Frankie's asshole and didn't hesitate to push into 


him, he found resistance and also found out that wasn't the most favorable position to fuck someone's ass. 


Despite being sadistic, Blackie didn't want to hurt him (much). He kept poking the tight entrance hoping 
eventually there wouldn't be a struggle any longer, it didn't actually hurt, Frankie was positive of that, it 
actually made him want it more, and little by little he could feel his hole sucking Blackie's cock in until he was 
completely invaded by his length. The sensation of being fully stretched was still alien to Frankie, however, this 
very thought set his body on fire. It took nearly a minute for him to get used to the mixed feelings of pain 


and pleasure, but Blackie wouldn't wait any longer to move his hips back and forth unhurriedly. 


Frankie started touching his own hard on - and that was one of the best decisions he could ever make. He felt 
like his entire body could liquefy as Blackie gradually shoved himself in, harder and faster on demand; Frankie 
made sure to ask for it in between his sweet mewls of delight, those sounds could easily drive Blackie up the 


walls. Talking about walls, Frankie's were squeezing him greatly, his cock was strangled, and it had never been 


greedier. Blackie knew it wouldn't take too much more for him to explode. 


Forcefully, Frankie grabbed onto Blackie's hair as their teeth clashed on a vicious display of kissing. Frankie came 
all over them, forcing Blackie to come well, when his body convulsed into spasms. Heat filled up his rear, and 
they both were satisfied. Blue and green exchanged looks, empty of hatred, irony, or anything else but this 
warm fuzzy feeling - and it wasn't just the orgasm. They both knew then they were crushed. 


